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Author's Notes: 

Work has been dumped all over me, but since it was Pelle's birthday a few days ago (Jan loth) | thought that | 
should really write something happy for it. The humour runs a little (a LOT) dark, but | feel like this is rather 
typical for me. Anywho, Happy Birthday big guy. Wherever you are. 


Edit: It occurs to me that not everyone who reads this might understand the main punchline. One of the 
biggest rumours surrounding Pelle's suicide and what happened to his corpse was that Øystein made stew out 
of his brain. Although this is commonly said to be false..it's actually been confirmed by Hellhammer a long-ass 


time ago, although it should be noted that it's been denied by Necrobutcher and Faust (I believe). 


Another Edit: | realized just now that | made a mistake by referring to the evening news as the Rapport. This 
is the news in Sweden, not Norway, | assumed it would be the same since they share channels and programs 
and because my mind gets mixed up with French sometimes. l'm wrong though, and it's actually "Dagsrevyen". 


I'm not changing it or anything, just pointing out that it was incorrect. 


It was one thing to be haunted by a ghost, but a completely separate predicament to be haunted by the ghost 


of your former bandmate...whom you hate. 


‘GO! AWAY!" Euronymous bellowed upon the sight of his daily ‘good moming shithead' message printed on the 


mirror. Ectoplasmic goo dribbled down the sides. 
To his neighbours, Euronymous must have sounded absolutely demented. 


"Like | said..you shouldn't have eaten pieces of my brain like that~" Dead sang with pride, floating around in the 
air, as good looking in death as he had been in life. 


"I didn't know!" Euronymous blushed, trying to squirt toothpaste over his toothbrush but found it was all 
replaced with the familiar black slobber. It wasnt even worth it. It turns out human brains didn't taste all that 
good, he didn't really regret it at the time but now that it turned out that that bound Dead's spirit to him, 


Euronymous wished he just stuck to putting cow brains in his stew. 


"Do you remember what you told me Dystein? Hm? ‘Get that occult mumbo-jumbo out of my face and go play 
football ike a real man" Dead smirked at the guitarist having to settle for merely rinsing his mouth out with 


water. 


"Yes. | remember." Euronymous sighed, walking out of the bathroom. Like always, his boot's laces were tied 


together and his treasured Gibson was dangling from the ceiling fan. 


"I hate you Pelle. | always have, and | believe | always will" Euronymous said weakly, before working on untying 


them. 
"Oh shut up. | made you coffee~" Dead chuckled, honing his new found ability to move objects. 


Euronymous sincerely wondered how someone could be so happy being literally Dead, but Dead was. A fact 
Euronymous found, hypocritically perhaps, quite sick considering the amount of pain he'd caused to his family 
and friends. 


Its not that different being alive for me, | always felt like a on-looker..the only thing different now is that | 
can't actually communicate but.we all die eventually so I'll apologize when they're dead too." Dead had explained 


to him back when he first apparated, with the corpse of a cat yanked from the fifth dimension. 


| already shat out the chunk of your brain that | ate a long time ago! Just leave me alone goddamn you!" 
Euronymous cried, begrudgingly accepting the floating mug of coffee as it came in his direction 


He took a tentative sip, having already learned to ignore the graveyard-dirt taste everything that Dead made 
left. It was good coffee ignoring that. 


| can't" It floated anew as Euronymous dug through his sock drawers. 

In death, Dead seemed to hate Euronymous considerably less when taken into account how awfully he treated 
him in life. To be honest Euronymous never stopped blaming himself for what happened, even if he abused it 
to its fullest extent, although Dead seemed to forgive him, having been right to assume he'd appreciate death 


far more than life. 


‘Its a wicked feeling, like..being just air. I'm air. If you didn't swallow down my brains | would've been able to 


haunt Transylvania by now." He once told him. 
"How do | get rid of you?!" Euronymous cried, he asked this every single morning. 


"You die too, but we'll likely end up bound in death as well. You fucked us over Øystein, | hope eating my brains 


was well worth it." Dead shrugged, this was the answer he always gave, and hearing it never got any easier. 
"It wasn't." He grumbled, pulling on his leather pants. 

"Pity then. | always imagined it would be quite rubbery and sour." Dead shrugged. 

"| don't have time for this. I'm running late!" Euronymous hissed, and the door hit him on the way out. 

Work sucked that day. Helvete's rent was, as always, too expensive, Varg was angry at his lack of money and 
Faust and Samoth dangled Ihsahn out the fourth story window by his ankles. The police had gotten involved and 
they all had to explain that..yes. they really did have the habit of pulling very dangerous pranks on each other. 
It ended up on the evening news, triggering another article on the perils of metal music and how that was all 
inherently linked to satanism and church burnings. 


Faust and Samoth were on the Rapport, smiling wide as they said: 


"Oh yeah. We do that all the time when people piss us off! And guess what? When we don't like ‘em we drop 
'eml!" They said gleefully. "Dra til Helvete~" 


Euronymous almost had some peace, but then he came home and remembered he still had the ghost of Dead 


haunting him. 

"Dra til Helvete.. what a catchy slogan!" Dead complimented. 

"Oh no..youre here." Euronymous grumbled. 

"How the hell do you consistently forget?" Dead questioned "I already ran you a warm bath." 


"My life is just that stressful, and thank you." Euronymous huffed, noticing that Dead was trying to cook 


something. It was interesting how domesticated Dead had became. 


Euronymous scowled at the artful clots of ectoplasm floating around in soapy bath water. It seemed like Dead 
couldn't do anything without leaving streaks of black goo everywhere. It wasn't even like he didn't have control 


over it, it was on purpose. 


Sinking into the tub, Euronymous gracefully ignored it. He floated around for a good half an hour, letting his 
mind go completely blank until Dead opened the door: 


| was afraid you drowned yourself for a second there." He said, standing. 

Typically he floated, he usually didn't stand very often becouse of how much cooler he thought floating was. 
For a second, with his feet planted firmly on the ground and his fingers around the doorknob, he looked so 
completely alive that it gave Euronymous vertigo. His blonde hair still came down to his back, Sarcofago jacket 
untainted and his | Love Transylvania shirt unmarred. Dead still had a slightly translucent quality to him. 


"l'm alive.” Euronymous said once the initial shock wore off. He shook his head. 


"Come eat dinner, it'll get cold" Dead told him, bending his knees behind him and floating off anew. Euronymous 
still had a hard time accepting that Dead was really his namesake. 


"I hate you, you know." Euronymous said, feeling Dead's head leaning against his shoulder. This too, was what he 
learned to bear with. 


"I know." Dead answered, watching Euronymous spoon more food into his mouth. Euronymous had already begun 


to sort of enjoy the damp-soil taste all of his food took on, although he'd never admit it. 


He cuddled up to him even closer, and Euromymous pretended to yawn as an excuse to wrap his arm around 


Per's back. It wasn't subtle, and Per chuckled as he nuzzled his collarbones. 

"| don't regret you eating my brains though, I'm actually beginning to be quite fond of you." Dead admitted 
impishly, listening to Euronymous' heartbeat. He forgotten what that sounded like, and right now Euronymous' 
was a heavy thump thump thump. 

It got even faster at the admission, 

"Err." 

"Screwed up, | know." 

Euronymous' heart did little flip flops. He realized he was cuddling with his dead bandmate. The one who's 


suicide he had an unwilling part in, the one who he'd accidentally bound himself to by canibalizing. Still, 


Euronymous realized: 


‘lm growing quite fond of you too." 


Dead's heart would be racing if he had one, instead he just let himself feel the leftover fuzzy emotions he 


always felt when the annoying, tyrannical, yet ultimately endearingly disingenuous guitarist was near. 


"That's good," he said with a soft smile, something Euronymous hadn't seen in life but certainly wasn't adverse 


in making his acquaintances with. 


"Because we're bound together after alll" Dead added, and just like that, the moment was over upon the 
realization that he had another eternity to put up with Dead. They really were, much like the song Dead wrote 


all those years ago, cursed in eternity. 


